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North Yorkshire, 1751

The cool night breeze tossed the branches together, making them whisper to one another, as though they were the only ones with a secret tonight. A light aroma of sweet summer flowers drifted through the small clearing where a shadowy figure breathed heavily. The clearing was lit by a single ray of silvery moonlight piercing through the trees, fireflies dancing in its glow, while the unsettling silence weighed heavily on the cool summer night air.


The figure shifted slightly, causing excitement amongst the fireflies, and causing a change in the heavy silence.  Peering through the frame of trees and branches in front of him, he looked across at the woods and well-used, dusty road. Slowly, he moved through the grass until he was only a few feet away from the edge of the road, his amber eyes glowing, his hair ruffling in the soft wind. He could hear the steadily-getting-closer rattle of carriage wheels. The scent of the woods was now mixed with the strong aroma of horses, and the conflicting sweetness of a lady’s perfume. 


His heart began beating faster, the blood in his veins pumping faster as his muscles readied themselves for the sprint he knew was coming. His breathing grew ever faster as the rattle and clapping of horse’s hooves and the carriage grew ever closer.


A long thread of saliva stretched from the side of his jaw. He knew he should try to fight these feelings of excitement and overwhelming power, but it was so much more thrilling to let them take over.  After all, he pondered as his victims unknowingly rose towards their fate, isn’t that what separates us from the animals? And that was indeed an interesting question to ask in his present state…

York University, Present Day

“And that is the basic framework of the schizophrenic mind. Next week we’ll be discussing why people become schizophrenic; or rather what could be possible triggers of it. I’ll see you all next week.” Professor Erin Miller began neatly collecting her papers from her desk as the class began to leave, a loud murmuring of conversation filling the room as they began to file out.


“Erin! It’s been a while!”

She looked up quickly, her long brown hair swaying across her face, her light blue eyes staring across the lecture theatre.

“Professor Whitfield, hello!” Erin’s tone was polite but without being cordial. “What a surprise! What brings you down here from the practice?”

The ‘practice’ she referred to, was a private surgery the professor had opened as a place for him to see his patients who had psychological problems, but no financial problems. Erin thought it was unethical to choose who received help with their problems based on the size of their bank balances. Having said that, Erin had occasionally done work for Professor Whitfield when she had needed to pay the rent.

“Well, I’ll get straight to the point.” He paused for a second, as if collecting his thoughts, scratching his white beard thoughtfully, looking like a serious, understated Father Christmas. “We have a patient at the practice who is a little…” Here he paused again. “A little ‘non-textbook’.”

“Really, in what way?” She cleared some of her desk, and sat on the wooden top, eyes attentive to what was being said. 

Professor Whitfield smiled, tiredly. “He believes he is a lycanthrope.”

“A what?”

“A lycanthrope-a werewolf.”

Erin looked at him in surprise, a smile twitching at the corners of her mouth. “And where do I come into this?”

“You are the leading expert in the county in schizophrenic and related cases. And I’d like you to take this case.” He peered at her expectantly, head slightly cocked, like a dog waiting for a treat.

Erin sighed, slid off the desk, and walked around it to the back. She shook her head slightly, and then looked back up at him. “I don’t know. You know I don’t believe in private practices Frank…and besides, I have so much to do here.”

“Look, I know how you feel about my practice, and I wouldn’t ask, but…” He sighed, and pulled a chair in front of her desk, sitting down heavily. “He has been one of our patients for six years now, and we haven’t made any progress with him. He continues to act aggressively towards nurses; he’s even seriously injured one of them.”

Erin gasped. “What happened?”

“Well, the nurse went into his room alone, to give him his dinner. She has told us that he was sat quite calmly on his bed, reading a book. He then told her he wasn’t hungry, and would she please take it out. She refused, and said she would leave it on a table for him, as is procedure. He then asked her again in an aggressive tone and began making growling noises, but this was usual and she ignored it.” He looked up at Erin, pausing, as if his next words were an unpleasant pill he had to swallow. “From outside, there were two other nurses who heard an unearthly screaming. They hit the alarm and raced to his room. They ran in on him ripping out the nurse’s throat with his teeth.”

A hand flew over Erin’s mouth. “That’s horrible! Is she alright?”

The professor nodded slowly. “Yes, well…she’s physically alright, but…” he trailed off.

“And you want me…to go in with this maniac and talk to him? This is way beyond anything else I’ve dealt with and-“

“You would of course be watched over by a nurse as you were talking to him. Also, there’s something else.” Professor Whitfield continued. Raising himself from the chair, he slowly paced across to the window and back again. “He has specifically asked for you.”

Erin looked, puzzled, at the back of the professor. “Asked for me?”

“Yes.” Frank Whitfield turned back and looked squarely at her. “It would appear you have a fan.”

“Well…”

“Look, I’ll leave you his file, look over it, ring me in the morning.” He smiled, placing a pink paper file on her desk. He then turned and walked quietly out without another word.

Erin looked down, doubtfully, at the file.

…………………………………………………………

Erin paced across her warm living room, the soft glow of her electric fire reflecting off her red sofa. It had been playing on her mind since Professor Whitfield had left the pink file on her desk. 

It sounded so intriguing, but it was also going against her principles. She sighed, and heavily flopped down on a chair, picking up the folder that she had carelessly thrown onto her mahogany and glass coffee table.

Fingering the sharp spine with one finger, Erin sighed, studying the file. She was curious, but at the same time, she knew she would want to carry on this case if she looked at it.

“Oh, what the hell-just look, Erin.” she muttered to herself impatiently. Taking a deep breath, she opened the file to reveal carefully typed case notes with a Polaroid photograph paper-clipped to the first page.

The photo showed a young man in his mid to late twenties, with soft black hair cut short, and an infectious smile. But the most strange-and also the most striking thing about him-was his eyes. They were brilliant amber, looking straight at the camera, a strange mix of coolness and warmth. 

Erin stared for a moment at the photo, and then carefully laid it aside. She continued to look through the file. The first typed sheet was simply detailing when he was sectioned, and to which ward. The second sheet seemed more interesting, it listed his symptoms. Erin pulled it out and began to read it aloud to herself.

“Delusions of being able to change into a lycanthrope, aggressiveness, growling noises, socially inept, egocentric…”

Erin shook her head sadly, as she read down the list. She did wonder why Professor Whitfield wanted her to take this case; this sounded a lot more like clinical lycanthropy rather than schizophrenia, but she reasoned that they had some similar tendencies. When she had finished, she set it aside with his photograph gently. She then leafed through endless sheets of medication lists and daily reports until she stopped, and slowly took out one paper. It was hand written, not typed, and it was almost all written with an old fashioned hand, except for a few sentences at the top. Erin began to read.

‘Whitfield Institution, August 2003

This is a small piece written by the patient Conner Woods, this shall be used for psychological evaluation only. This shall be in his own words and it shall be a personal statement.

Dear reader, I am sure you will know nothing true of me until I have finished writing, so please do not make up your opinion from what you hear from others, judge me from my own words.

My name is Conner Woods, and I was born in the village of Tuftwerpe, in North Yorkshire in 1707. I was born in December, a cold yet beautiful day, my mother always told me. I was one of six, having four sisters and a brother. My brother was younger than me, and I loved him more than anything. I was his protector, his warrior, and his best friend.

Their names are not important, and they have blended so far into the fog of time it would make no difference. I simply remember what I felt, and that is all.

I was always different. All my siblings had fair blond hair, like my father, with soft brown eyes. I had my mother’s raven-black locks, and-strangest of all-amber eyes bright as an owl’s. My father always treated me differently-not without love, I never had want of that-but with a slight anxiety, as though I might snap with a violent temper at a moments notice.

We lived very comfortably at that time, quite happy. My father was a doctor and also owned most of the village, from a large fortune that had been handed down to him. Our home was a large white-washed farmhouse, with several acres of woods and land. I seem to remember my childhood with a rosy glow, warm and safe.

Everyone has a distinct point in their lives where everything in their lives changes, be it for better or worse. For some, it is when they become parents, others; when they find their soulmate, or realize their destiny. For me, this turning point came when I became eighteen.

For the first time in my life, it was a stressful time for me. My tutor had announced that it was time for me to learn a trade or go to University. My father had grown ever distant and he barely spoke to me.

I had gone for an evening stroll after dinner; in the sky a weak, early moon tried to compete with the brilliance of the setting sun. The grass shushed at me as I walked through it with its long stalks. I had been walking through the woods for quite some time, when I suddenly came across something that made me stop.

It was a small wooden hut. Its rotted door hung from ivy hinges, and moss crept into every little crack in the aged wood. A memory from childhood crept into my mind. I had come across it once before, at the age of six or seven, and ran to my mother, lagging behind, delighted at my discovery. As I told her, her face fell. “You must never go there again, never!” She grabbed my arm and pulled me back along the path, sobbing and upset-at what, I wasn’t sure.

As the memory faded, I looked again at the small hut. I should have walked away, but something compelled me to go forward, to answer this unknown question in my mind. I took a deep breath and pulled the rotting door open.

Inside, to my surprise, there was a single wooden bed and a mahogany bookshelf along the far wall. There was a small, well-used, wooden desk below the dusty window, and a threadbare rug adorned the floor. I walked over to the desk, where a long-ago-written letter lay on top, tied with a faded pink ribbon. I sat down on the bed, coughed at the clouds of dust that rose, and carefully untied the letter.

‘Dear Lucius,

This is the last time you will hear of me, for our affair must end. I love you more than life itself, but it cannot be-I am married now, although I would throw that away in a moment; but I also love my daughters, I cannot leave them. And please don’t say I could bring them, it would never be right, because of your affliction.

I am with your child, who shall always remind me of you, but you cannot see him. Please respect my wishes, it must be this way, but I shall never forget you.

Yours eternally, 

                     Rosa’

Rosa. That was my mother’s name.

The shock hit me in an icy wave. Affair? With child? Affliction? 

I ran back to the house, time standing still as I angrily clutched the letter in my fist. I don’t remember how long it took, and I don’t remember bursting into my mother’s sewing room in fury.

She was alone, and looked up at me in shock. I threw the letter at her feet, and glared furiously at her. There was a moment’s pause, before she slowly bent and picked up the note.

“So you know then?” she quietly asked. The words echoed deafeningly in the silence.

“Yes, I know!” I hissed. “How much of it is true?”

She sighed, and walked over to the window seat. Taking a second to look out into the night, she sat down.

“I met your father-your real father-when I was a little girl. He lived in the village and was like an older brother towards me. When he became old enough, he left for war. He returned many years later, when I was still young but married to your father with your three older sisters.

To cut a long story short, we fell in love, and began our affair. I later found out he was a…well, this may sound unbelievable, but he was a…werewolf.”

“WHAT! That was his affliction?”

“Yes.”

“But…but…they aren’t real! They don’t exist!” My voice trailed off, and I shook my head in disbelief.

My mother spoke gently. “Darling, I’m afraid they do exist, and your father-your real father, that is-was one.”

“The hut in the woods was where he and I would meet. You were conceived there, under a full moon. You are also like your father, a werewolf.”

I gasped, and backed away, as though to escape her words. “But…but, it can’t be, I would have noticed before now…” My voice trailed off.

My mother smiled, kindly. “Darling, your father, well- your stepfather-is a doctor. I sedated you every night of your life so you would never awake and find out. 

“And my real father?”

“Is Lucius O’Neil. He was an Irishman born many, many years ago, in Ireland. He moved here when he was a small boy.”

Those were the last words I ever heard my mother speak. Trembling, half in a trance, I ran downstairs and outside. I ran through the village, hearing the shouts behind me, and I didn’t stop running until it was quiet and I no longer knew where I was. I collapsed in some long grass, sobbing and shivering.

I never saw my family again.

Over the years I travelled from place to place, getting a few jobs here and there to pay my way. I changed into my wolf form many times, but I was disgusted at myself, and would hide myself away, instead of becoming the monster I knew the world would see me as. 

I changed my family name to Woods, and I can no longer remember the one I had for all of my childhood. 

So that is my story, and you may judge me.

Conner Woods.’

Erin stared sadly at the pages for a moment, collecting her thoughts. She lifted the file off her knee, and placed it back on her table. Raising herself off the red and gold armchair, she walked over to her house phone. Taking a deep breath, she quickly dialed a number, and raised the receiver to her ear. 

“Hello?”

“Hello, Dr Whitfield?”

“Erin? Have you considered my offer?”

She took another deep breath, realizing there was no way out if she agreed. “Yes.”

“Wonderful! I’ll see you tomorrow, at the surgery. Bye for now.”

“Okay. Goodbye.”

Erin replaced the receiver, and glanced across at the papers still laid on the arm of the chair. She walked across, and picked up the young man’s photo again. Smiling, she shook her head at his frozen expression. 

“It’s strange.” she murmured to herself. “It seemed so real.”

2.

The hospital side of the practice smelled of detergent and bleach, Erin noted, as she paced quickly after the blue-clad nurse. The clean white tiles on the walls and floor shone brightly in the morning sunlight with a blinding ferocity, and the sounds of birds floated through the opened windows.

The nurse stopped abruptly in front of a grey door, and reached for the large bundle of keys at his side. Leaning around the nurse, Erin noticed a large Perspex window looking in on the room she was about to enter. After fumbling through them, he selected one, and opened the door. He swung it wide open, and motioned for her to enter the room. Nervously, Erin smiled, and slowly stepped into the room.

The room was well lit, having two large bay windows. It was not like a typical room in an institution, having been lavishly decorated. The floor was covered in a thick, luxurious green carpet, patterned with gold lines. The walls were also covered in light green and gilt wallpaper, adorned by several paintings. The furniture was mostly made of cherry-wood, there being a table complete with dining chairs, a large four-poster bed, bookshelves, and at the far end, two green armchairs.

The armchairs were turned away from Erin, so she jumped, startled, when she heard a deep smooth, Irish voice come from one of them.

“If you’re going to come in, please close the door.”

Erin swallowed slowly, then nervously closed the door behind her with a heavy click. She walked over to the armchairs, her heart pounding loudly in her ears. As she drew in front of them, she took a second to eye up the young man in front of her.

He looked the same as in his photo, perhaps a few years older than her, about twenty-eight or so. He was intently reading a book, completely unengrossed in everything around him. He was dressed simply, in jeans and a blue sweater. As Erin came closer, he raised his amber eyes and looked her over coolly.

“Hello, Conner. My name is Dr Erin Miller.” She held out her hand for him to shake, but instead he took it and kissed it.

“Charmed. I am Conner Woods.” he smiled up at her. 

Erin withdrew her hand quickly, blushing slightly. This was a rather unusual way of greeting her new patients. He looked at her again, an amused smile playing on his lips. Conner waved his hand towards the other chair, leaning over and placing his book on a small wooden table next to his chair.

Taking her bag off her shoulder, she sat down and pulled out a pad of paper, a pen, and a Dictaphone.

Conner moved himself so that he was facing her directly, and folded his arms. Cocking his head slightly, he looked at her distrustfully. 

“What will you be using those for, then?”

“Well, these are just for me to take notes.” Erin smiled, feeling a little calmer now. She settled herself more comfortably into the chair. “Now, I think we should start with-“

“Don’t you want to know why I asked for you?”

Erin stared for a second, surprised by the outburst. “Pardon?”

“Don’t you want to know why I asked for you?” Conner raised himself from his chair, and walked over to the window. 

He turned and looked at Erin, brushing back some of his soft ebony hair absent-mindedly.

“Not for the moment, Conner. Wouldn’t you like to sit down?”

He sighed, heavily, and pressed his forehead against the window. Conner closed his eyes and spoke softly.

“Do you know what it’s like to run into the middle of nowhere and feel absolutely free? To be at the top of a hill, looking down on woods, and farmland, and villages, and towns, and know you are free to roam amongst them all? To feel lighter than air, and full of something so much bigger than you or anyone, as the wind coldly blows through your hair? To feel the tremor of the earth as you stand on top of it, feeling it’s pulse above everything else? I do, and now I’m confined to this.” Conner’s voice trembled as he turned and waved his arm at the luxurious space. “So, no, Dr Miller,  I will not sit down.” he replied, mockingly.

Erin pursed her lips. “Okay, very well. Now, I would like to start by getting straight to the point. Mr. Woods, why do you believe you are a werewolf?”

Conner groaned, and swiftly turned from the window, and flopped down into his chair, rolling his eyes at the ceiling. “Because I am one!”

“Really, Mr. Woods? Then why don’t you show me?”

He laughed, without mirth. “I can’t just do it at a snap of my fingers, you know.”

“There has to be a full moon, I suppose?”

“Sometimes, surprisingly, yes. I can control it though. Sometimes I can do it when I’m very hungry, or sometimes…” he paused, and ran his eyes up and down Erin, as though he were mentally undressing her. “Sometimes, when I’m very sexually frustrated.”

Erin blushed again, ignoring the comment. “Indeed, Conner. May I ask how old you are?”

“I’m…over three-hundred years old.”

“So, you are saying you were born before the turn of the eighteenth century?”

“Yes.”

“Okay…” Erin noted some things down on the paper. “Okay, Conner. If you are  a werewolf, why haven’t you simply tried to escape? You could probably kill most of the people in this institution.”

The arrogant smile fell from his face, and he looked coldly into her eyes.

“Because …I’m not a monster.”

His expression suddenly grew dark. He quickly got up and paced to Erin’s chair, slamming his hands onto the arms. Erin leaned back, slightly scared. 

“Would you like me to kill you, Erin Miller? I’m sure they told you what I did to that nurse.” Conner leaned forward and delicately sniffed down the side of Erin’s neck. Her heart raced faster as his eyelashes brushed against her cheek as he sniffed. “You smell incredible.” he whispered into her ear, making it tickle.

“Please, Mr. Woods!” Erin pushed him out of the way and got out of the chair, quickly walking over to the window. The nurses stood outside the Perspex window went as though to run into the room, but Erin waved to them, indicating she was fine. She turned her back to Conner, and breathed deeply, quickly. After a few seconds, she turned back, a determined look on her face.

“Conner. We can either do this in the comfort of your own room, on your terms, or we can sit facing each other in a white room with a mirror glass, on my terms. Now which will it be?”

After a pause, Conner looked back at Erin, and smiled, doubtfully. “I’ll be good, I promise.”

Erin nodded at him, relieved. “Good.” She walked back over to the armchairs, where they both sat down.

“Now then. Why don’t you tell me how you ended up in here?”

Conner looked sharply at her. “Please don’t rile me again.”

Erin nodded, but kept a stern look on her face.

“Okay.” He looked down for a moment, remembering. “I was out one night, buying some late-night shopping. I had just come out of the sliding doors, when I heard screaming coming from a nearby alleyway. I dropped my shopping bags, and ran to where the sounds were coming from. When I got there, I was chilled by what I saw. There was a young woman, maybe in her early thirties, getting raped.” He paused, and closed his eyes for a second, trying to forget the terrible image. 

“What did you do?” Erin prompted, gently.

“Unfortunately, I was so angry, I lost all control over myself. The change began to take over-I don’t know which one of them was more terrified. The woman broke free of her attacker, and ran off, screaming. I-stupidly-went for the rapist. He tried to fight me, but he lost limbs in the process. I started ripping him to pieces until he no longer moved. I regained human form as I calmed down. As I turned to leave, two policemen ran into the alleyway, followed by the women. All they saw was a man covered in blood standing over a mutilated body. I don’t need to bore you with the rest.” Conner smiled, sadly, and shifted slightly in his chair.

That’s so terrible… Erin thought to herself, then realised she wasn’t really helping the process. “Okay, so I have your own words on how you came to be here...let’s move onto something else.”

“Something else?” Conner enquired, smiling.

Erin moved slightly in her chair, and nodded. “Yes. Conner, have you ever heard of something called ‘clinical lycanthropy’? Because from your symptoms, I believe-“

“No, no, no, no!” Conner leapt out of his seat and paced across the carpet, his hands clutched at his ears.

Erin jumped up and walked over to him, to try and calm him down. “Please, Conner, please!...” She turned him around so that he was facing her. “I think we’ll leave it at that for today, okay?”

Conner sighed, and nodded. “Please.”

Erin squeezed his arm, and went over to collect her bag. Conner stood still ,watching her leave. As she was about to go out of the door, Conner raced over, and stopped her by putting his hand on her arm.

“Wait.”

Erin turned around, intrigued.

He looked into her eyes, pale sapphires. “I asked you to come here because you remind me of a girl I once knew.”

For a moment, Erin didn’t know what to say. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Conner.” And with that, she walked out.

Conner sighed. Sadly, he went back to his book and his loneliness.

3.


Erin shivered as she threw her coat and bag on a chair, shaking off the wintery cold from outside. She bent down and turned on her electric fire, clicking the dial up to the highest setting. 


She stood up again, and went through her nightly routine of closing the curtains, making a cup of tea, and switching the television on. It wasn’t that she had OCD, but she liked her little routine, it made her feel safe. Probably because she worked with so many people without a routine every day, she felt like she needed one more than most. 


As the screen burst into life with colour and laughter, Erin placed the hot cup down on her coffee table, and reached for her bag. The bag was made of black heavy fabric, with Celtic knotwork embroidered onto it in gold threads. 


It had been an impulse buy, Erin had spotted the bag one day when she was passing a new age shop that specialised in Celtic items. It wasn’t something she would normally have bought, but something about it’s pure Irish cotton and Celtic design, swirling before her eyes, that begged her to take it. The bag seemed to fill her with a sense of home, it made her feel...like a missing piece of herself was returned.


Sitting herself more comfortably, she pulled her notes and her Dictaphone out of the bag, and put them on her lap. Most people would be put off by working with a loud television on, but Erin-although she would never admit it-was lonely living by herself, and it helped having people’s voices in the background. Especially at night.

Erin clicked the Dictaphone on, and listened to Conner’s husky tones again, while jotting things down on the pad next to her. Her pen scribbled furiously, her mind blotting out distractions around her. She was always like this when working on a patient’s case. Erin had always been incredibly interested in the workings of the human mind, finding the patterns and systems inside the brain had always intrigued her more than socialising or dating.


The door bell suddenly rang, startling Erin from her work. She took a glance at her sterling silver watch, the hands difficult to see in the cosy firelight, tutted at seeing how late it was, and rose from the sofa. Sleepily, she opened the door into the hallway, and peered through the frosted glass section of her front door. Erin could see the outline of a young woman, but she couldn’t make out her features.


“Erin! It’s me!” a voice shouted through the letterbox.


Erin sighed. It was Sarah, a colleague of hers from the University. Sarah was a young blonde-haired woman, in her early twenties, a new employee in the psychology department. Erin smiled, and moved aside to let her in. Sarah stepped inside, her bright green eyes blinking in the sudden brightness of the hallway.


Erin shut the door from the wintery cold, and turned around. “Do you know what time it is? What are you doing here?”


Sarah looked quickly at her watch, then back up to Erin, looking confused. “It’s nine-o-clock. Weren’t we going to have dinner?”


Erin rolled her eyes and chuckled. “Honestly, Sarah, your date-keeping. That’s for tomorrow night, not tonight.”


Sarah stared at her for a second, and then groaned. Erin laughed, grinning. Sarah shrugged, and said, “I’m so sorry. Really, it’s like ‘facepalm’!”


Erin shook her head and rolled her eyes again. Sarah was American, and had brought a lot of phrases with her that Erin was unused to-sometimes she had to ask her for a translation. Sarah originally came from New Jersey, but her mother was English; Sarah’s father had left them years ago. Once Sarah had finished University, her mother had stated that she wanted to go back to England. They had ended up in York, and now Sarah had managed to get a job there, it seemed they would be staying for a while.


Erin motioned towards the living room. “Look, you’re here now, why don’t you come through?” Sarah smiled and walked through into Erin’s living room, dropping her bag in the hallway. Erin followed her through, and sat back in her seat next to her notes. Sarah sat opposite her on one of the soft red armchairs, sighing heavily, pulling off her scarf and gloves.


Looking straight across to her friend, Erin smiled, and asked, “Hard day?”


Sarah rolled her head, leaning against the back of the chair, and groaned again, smiling. “You have no  idea. I have this case I’m working on; the guy has severe Social Anxiety Disorder...I mean, really severe. It’s very difficult trying to discuss it with him when he doesn’t want to talk to you.” Sarah shifted in the chair slightly. “So, what are you up to?” She pointed at the pile of papers next to Erin on the floor.


“It’s a patient’s case I’m working on. Possibly the strangest one I’ve had yet.”


“Oh? How come?”


Erin tried to suppress a smile, and replied, “It involves clinical lycanthropy.”


“Clinical lycanthropy? That means...he believes he’s a werewolf, right?” Sarah asked, frowning, trying to remember the largely unused term.


Erin nodded, shrugging. “That’s right. He believes he is a werewolf that is over three-hundred years old. It’s quite deeply rooted, as well. He’s been up at Dr Whitfield’s practice, and they haven’t got anywhere with him...unsurprisingly.”


“Ah.” Sarah shared the same views as Erin on the idea of private practices. She had hated the set-up in America where only the richest could be the healthiest in most cases. Coming over to England, she had been pleasantly surprised by the NHS. “But how come they haven’t got anywhere with him? How long has he been there?”


Erin shrugged again. “I don’t know. They said he’s been there for nearly six years. They just seem to be aggravating his condition, to be honest with you.”


“How?” Sarah pulled her legs up onto the seat, getting more comfortable.


“They haven’t really tried to separate the reason he’s in there and what he thinks he is. I can’t really go into it, Sarah, but it’s pretty bad. I’ve got a lot of work to do with him.”


Sarah nodded. “What’s that?” She pointed at the hand-written letter Conner had written.


Erin turned her head to see. “Oh, that. It’s a letter they had him write-or he asked to write, perhaps, I’m not sure-about himself and his imagined life as a werewolf.”


“Can I see?”


Erin picked the neatly written pages up, and handed it to Sarah. Sarah read them silently for five minutes or so before speaking again, Erin writing on her notes the only sound in the quiet living room.


After reading them, Sarah gave the notes back to Erin, shaking her head slowly. “I see what you mean about it being aggravated. It’s a very detailed story-he’s had a lot of time to think about this.”


“I know.”


“It seems so real...I mean, I know it isn’t, but it seems very real.” Sarah explained, smiling sheepishly at Erin.


“Hmm...exactly, it isn’t real, Sarah.” Erin remarked, almost reproachfully, without looking up.


“I know, I know.” Sarah said, sinking further back into the cushions of the chair. “It just makes you think though, doesn’t it? What if it was true? Wouldn’t it be interesting-not to mention amazing, to be the first person to show that werewolves were real?”


Erin looked up at Sarah, raising her eyebrows, a smile playing at the corner of her mouth. “You aren’t suggesting, albeit gently, that you believe in werewolves, are you Sarah?”
Sarah shifted uncomfortably, and shook her head. “No...no, not really! I just think that some things exist in this world that we can’t explain.”


Erin lowered her notes, and grinned at Sarah. “Are you suggesting that Conner really is a werewolf?” They looked at each other for a second, then both burst out laughing, loudly.


Sarah sighed happily, still chuckling. She bent down and picked up the Polaroid of Conner that had fallen out of the file. She raised her eyebrows and jokingly wolf-whistled at it. “Wow, is this him?”


Erin glanced up for a second at Sarah’s whistling, smiling. “Yes, that’s him.”


Sarah shook her head. “Shame he’s got psychological problems. He’s hot!” She pretended to faint, Erin chuckling.


Sarah put the photo back down onto Erin’s table, shrugging. “If it was me, I would have difficulty not flirting with him.” At Erin’s disapproving look, she said, “I’m joking,  I’m joking! I wouldn’t really!”


“Good.” Erin said, grinning at her colleague’s humour. 


But her mind flickered back to earlier that day, Conner’s breath on her neck, his rich, Irish tones in her ear...
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